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OL 0 UE. 
Written by Mr. Ganrnrcx, and ſpoken in the 
Character of a Country Boy. 
Meafter ! Meafter ! ; 
S not my meaſter bere among you, pray# 
Nay, ſpeak——my meafler wrote this fine new play 
Tbe actor folks are making ſuch a clatter ! 
They want the Pre-lg— I know noug ht o' th' matter 
He muſt be there among you=lork aboayt—— 
7 <ogexen, pale- f. ny 2 bir . — 
Pra moaſler, com all will fall to ſpeame 
Call Miſſer — bold I muff not tell bis neame. 
Law] what à craud is beret! what ndiſe and pother ! 
Fine lads and lafſes ! one o top o t'o'ber. ; 
[Pointing to the rows of pit and gallery. 
T cou'd for ever bert ww "ge , 
I te er ſatu thurch in all 10 
Tour 3 Sur 22 do fe rh for? Eh! 
You donna take me, ſure, for one o t play? 
You fhould nat font on boneſft country lad—— 
You think me fool, and I think you haf mag. 


- 


're all as fr ve as and fBranger too; 
2 if you 4405 2 me, 1 j 


ll laugh at _ [ Laughing. 
1 donna like your London tricks, not I; 


Here, Ma am, ſays I; for Heaven's ſake let me out. 
T was ſo ſheam'd with all ber freakiſh ways, 
She wore ber gear ſo ſhort, ſo low ber 2 
Fine folks all for notbing noau- a- days? 
Now I'm the poet's man———[ find with wits, 
There's nothing ſartain ay, ve eat by fits. 
Our meals, inaced, are bar of that P 
There are but three on's=——meaſter, I, and cat. 
Did you but ſee us all, as I'm a inner, | 
Tou'd ſcarcciy N of the three is thinner. 
My wages af depend on this night's piece! 
But ſPeuld you find that all aur ſauans are geeſe, 
E' feck, I'll truſt no more to meaſter's brain, 
But pack up all, and xvbifile wwboame again. 


* * 


SEU de', by all the 
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Written 


NI... 222. 


K. 


Character of a fine Gentleman. 
Enter Speaking to the People without, 
SHAW l—damn your Epilogus-and bold 

tongue 5 

F rank be told what's right and wrong? 

Had ol tex Epilogues ou OS not ſpeak em, 

Though be bad writ 'em all in Linguum Grecum, 

gods !—("you muſt excuſe me) 

tors, audience, all abuſe me! 

To the Audience. 

Behold a gentleman and that's eneugb [ 

Laugh if you pleaſe—T'll take a pinch of ſnuff! 

1 come to tell 50. let it not ſurpriſe you) 

That I'm a wit—and worthy to adviſe yo¹u. 


Hoco could oy 64 that ſame country booby, 


That prologue-ſpeaking ſavage—that great Joby, 
To talk bis nonjenſe ive me leave to ſay 


Let the poor devil eat—allow him that, 

And give a meal to meaftcr, man, and cat. 

But why attack the faſhions ?—Senſeleſs rogue! 
We bave no joys but what reſult from vogue: 


by Mr. Gazzicx, and ſpoken in the 


Jour 


'Twoas loro dum d low !—but ſave the fellow's play. 


M E N. 
BAIRBA ROSSA.  ALADING 
ACUMET. OrrieIxũ. 
OTHMANe SLAVE. 


W O M E N. 
ZAPHIRAs | 
EXE. 
Officers, Attendants, and Slaves. 
SCENE, the Royal Palace of AT ciIIS. 


I Sravr 


D 


TI ux, A few Hours abeut Midnight, 


„ 74 
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I b. 


And, fince you ue rais'd my lad, Pl tell you Why—- Tbe mode ſpou d all controul - nay, ev'ry paſſiong _ 
And, if you wull, fince now I am before ye, | | Senſe, appetite, and all, give way to faſhion. Ui _ 
3 of Pro-log, T'lt relate my Mary. I bate, as much as be, a turtle-feaſt; | Yay 
I came from country here to try my fate, But till the e as turtle-rage has ceas'd, he aa 
And get a place among the rich and great; I'd ride a hundred miles to make myſelf a beaſt, 0th, 
But trotb f m fich 0 to journey I ba ta en, I have no ear — yet ep ras I adore.— 
IJ Tike it not. illi I were whoame again. Always prepar d to noe a more! Frhap 
Firft, in the city I took up my flation, The ladies, too, were carp'd at, and their dreſs ! Wh 
And got a plate with ene th corporations 7 He wants em all ruf d up like Lood Ruecen Beſs ! Once. 
A round N tat a piaguj deal, _ Tho grey for ſoleb, tos much exp d, and free 
Zooks ! bed bave beat ve ploomen at a meal! ere more exe d, no ill effebts ] ſee, kh, $: 
But long with bim I could not make abode, For more, or leſs, tis all the ſame to me. ly ho 
For, could you think't !-——He eat a great ſea- toad] Poor gaming, too, was maul d among the reſt, Jad 
It came from Indie. a as big as me; That precious cordial to a bigb - life breaft ! Theſe 
He call'd it belly-patch, and op | 1 ben thoughts ariſe, I always game, or drink, Thy ge 
Low ! bod I Har d II thought—whbo knows but I, An E ngliſh gentleman ſbou d never think— 04h, 
Fer want of monſters, yay he made a pye? Te reafon's plain, yobich ew'ry ſoul might bit ons rns b. 
Rather than tarry bere for bribe or gain, TH bat trims a Frenchman, overſcts 4 Briton 3 Confirr 
T'll back to wwhoame, and country fare again. IE us rallection breeds a ſaber ſadneſs, 1 Sad 
8 Theft Toad-eater; then I ſarv'd a lord; Which always ends in polities or madneſs. 944i 
Ard there they promis d but ge er kept their word ; ¶ therefore now propoſe——by your command, his cu 
While mong the great, this geaming work the trade is, | That tragedies no more fhall cloud this land; Dzr'ft t 
They mind no more poor ſervants than their ladies. Send o'er your Shakeſpeares to the ſons of France, he la 
A 2 next, who lik'd a ſmart young lad, Lu than grow grave—Ltt us begin to dance ! | With n. 
Hir'd me fortbæuitb—but, trotb, I thought ber mad. Han iſh your gloomy ſcenes to foreign elimes, ome 4 
Spe turn'd the world top down, as I may Jay, eferue.alaze, to bleſs 0. golden times, 3 Vith f 
She chang d the day to neet, the neet to-day! A. farce er tuo nd Woodward's pantomima © Did no! 
I flood one day with coach, and did but flop TY} —— : —————=Wcceiv: 
Jo put the fort-board down, and with ber Boo My 5 ; | Did he 
She cover d me all oer Where are you, lout? if 5 Dramatis Perſonæ h ae 0 
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ACT 
Exter Othman and @ Slave, 


ub. A Stranger, ſay't thou, that enquires of 
| Othman? | 
Slave. He does; and waits admittance. 
0th. Did he tell 
His name and quality? 
$/ave. That he declin'd: - 
ut call's himſelf thy friend. 
tb. What may this mean: — Conduct the 
ſtranger to me, [I Exit Slave. 
ſerhaps ſome worthy citizen, return'd | 
from voluntary exile to Algiers, 
bnce known in happier days. 
Enter Sadi, 
5 Ah, Sadi here a 


My honour'd friend! 

Sadi, Stand oft—pollute me not. 
Theſe honeſt arms, tho' worn with want, diſdain 
Thy gorgeous trappings, earn'd by foul diſhonour. 
0th, Forbear thy raſh reproaches : for, beneath 
This habit, which, to thy miſtaken eye, 
Confirms my guilt, 1 wear a heart as true 
ki Sadi's to my king. 

Sadi. Why, then, beneath 
his curſed roof, this black uſurper's palace, 
D:r'ſt thou to draw infected air, and live 
he ſlave of inſolence? Oh, ſhame, to dwell. 
With murder, luſt, and rapine! Did he not 
ome from the depths of Barca's ſolitude, 
With fair pretence of faith and firm alliance ? 
Did not our grateful king, with open arms, 
Receive him as his gueſt? Oh, fatal hour! 
Dil he not then, with hot, adult'rous eye, 

ue on the bar cos Zaphira? Yes, twas luſt; 
t gave th'infernal whiſper to his ſoul, 5 
nd bade him murder, if he would enjoy, 
et thou, pernictous traitor, unabaſh'g, 
aſt wear the murd'rer's badge! 

(th, Miſtaken man 
let ftill J laye thee : | : 
till, unpravok'd. by. thy intemp'rate zeal. 

ald pation prompt me to licentious ſpeech, 
Mhink thee might not I reproach thy flight 
Ai the foul names of fear or perfidy ? . 


ty 


halt thou not fly, when Barbaroſſa's ſword 

ek d with the blood of thy brave countrymen ? 

"at then did 1 !-—Beneath this hated roof, 

i pity to my widew'd queen 

Ledi. In pity! 

bab. Yes, Sad' : Heav'n is witneſs, pity _ 
me. 


"th honeſt guile I did inrol my name 
tte black liſt of Barbaroiſa's friends; 


— manga ——— 5 
N 


In hope that ſome propitious hour might riſe, 


. When Heav'n would daſh the murd'rer from hie 


throne, | 8 5 
And give young: Selim to his orphan'd people. 
Sadi. Indeed! Canſt thou be true? 
Oth. By Heavn lam. | 
| Sadi, Why, then, diſſemble thus? 
O:b. Have I not told thee ? 
1 held it vain to ſtem the tyrant's pow'r, 
By the weak efforts of an ill-tim'd rage. | 
Sadi. I find thee honeſt; and with pride 
Will join thy counſels—Can aught, my friend, be 
Can aught be dar'd ? 
Otb, We groan beneath the ſcourge. 
This very morn, on falſe pretence of vengeance, 


For the foul murder of our honour'd king, 


Five guiltleſs wretches periſſi'd on the rack. 

Sadi. Oh, my devoted country | 

But ſay, the widow'd queen my heart bleeds for her. 
Oth. If pain be lite, ſhe lives. Hemm'd reund by 

terrors, | 

Within this cruel palace, once the ſeat 

Of ey'ry joy, thro' ſev'n long tedious years, 

She mourns her murder'd lord, her exil'd ſon, 

Her people fall'n i the murd'rer of her lord, 

Returning now from conqueſt o'er the Moors, 

Tempts her to marriage; but, with noble firmneſs, 

Surpaſſing female, ſhe rejects his vows, 

Scorning the horrid union. Mean time he, 

With ceaſeleſs hate, her exil'd ſon purſues, 

The virtuous youth, e'en into foreign climes. 

Ere this, perhaps he blecds. A murd' ring ruffi an 

Is ſent to watch his ſteps, and plunge the dagger 

Into his guiltleſs breaſt, \ 

Sadi. Is this thy faith, | | 
Tamely to witneſs to ſuch deeds of horror? 

Give me thy poignard; lead me to the tyrant ! 
What tho' ſurrounding guards—— 

Orb, Repreſs thy rage, 

Thou wilt alarm the palace; wilt involve | 
Thyſelf, thy friend, in ruin. Haſte thee hence; 
Haſte tu the remnant of our loyal friends, 

And let maturer counſels rule thy zeal. 

Sadi. Yet let us ne'er forgst our prince's wrongs. 
Remember, Othman, (and let, vengeance riſe) + 
How in the pangs of death, and in his gare 
Welt'ring, we found our prince! His royal blood, 
The life-blood of his people, o'er the bath 
Ran purple, Oh, remember, and revenge! 
Otb. Doubt not my zeal. But haſte, and ſeek our 

friends. 
Near to the weſtern port Almanzor dwells, 
Yet unſeduc'd by Barbaroſſa's pow'r : 
He will diſcloſe to thee, if aught be heard 
A 2 
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Of Selim's ſafety, or (what more I dread) ' 
Of Selim's death. Thence beſt may our, el 
Bie drawn hereafter. 
Sadi. I obey thee. 
Near to the weſtern port, thou ſay'ft? 
O. E'en there; 
Cloſe by the dlaged palm- tree, where the moſque 
O'erlooks the city. Haſte thee henee, my frien-: 
I would not have thee found within theſe walls. 
[F lourifh. 
And hark!—thefe warlike ſounds proclaim th*ap- 
Of the proud Barbaroſſa, with his train. [proach 
Be gone 
Sadi. May dire diſeaſe and peſtilence 
Hang o'er his ſteps!. Fare wel Remember, 
Othman, 
Thy queen's, thy prince's, and thy country's wrongs. 
[ Exit. Sadi. 
Otb. When I forget them, bs contempt my lot! 
Yet, for the love 1 bear them, I muſt wrap 
My deep reſentments in the ſpecious guiſe 
Of ſmiles, and fair deportment. 
Enter Barbaroſſa, Guards, &c. 
Barb. Valiant Qthman, 
Are theſe vile ſlaves impal'd ? 
Oth. My lord, they are. 
Barb. Did ndtthe rack extort confeſſion from ans 
Orb. They dy'd obdurate ; while the melting 
croud 
Wept at their groans and anguiſh. 


Barb. Curſe on their womaniſh hearts! But ky ſits 


That ſadneſs on thy brow? For oft I find thee 
Muſing and fad; while joy for my return, 
My ſword victorious, and the Moors o'erthrown, 
Reſounds thro? ail my palace. 

Ob. Mighty warrior, 
The ſoul intent on offices of love, 

Will oft neglect or ſcorn the weaker proof 

Which ſmiles or ſpeech can give. 

Barh. Well, be it ſo. 
To guard Algiers from anarchy s miſrule, 
I ſway the regal ſceptre, But tis ſtrange, 
That when, with open arms, I would receive 


- Young Selim; would reſtore the crown, which death. 
Reft from his father's head—he ſcorns my bounty; 


And proudly kindles war in foreign climes, 


Againſt my pow'r, who ſav'd his bleeding country. 


Enter Aladin. 


| Mad, Brave prince, I bring thee clings 
Of high concernment to Algiers and thee, 
Young Selim is no more. 
Oth. Selim no more! 
Barb. Why that aſtoniſhment ? 
He was our bittereſt foe, 
Oth. So periſh all 
Thy cauſeleſs enemies. 
Barb. How dy'd the prinee, od where? ? 
Alad. The rumour tells, | 
That flying to Oran, he there begg'd ſuccours 
From Ferdinand of Spain, t' invade Algiers. 
/ _ Barb. From Chriftian dogs! 
Oth. How! league with infidels! 
Alad. And there held counſel with the 
' Spaniard, 
To conquer and dethrone thee : but in vain; 
For in a dark encounter with two flayes, 
Whesein the one fell by his youthful army 
Selim at length was ſlain. 
ñarb. Ungrateful boy! 
Oft have J courted him to meet my kingneſs ; 
But ftill in vain: he ſhunn'd me like a peſtilence ; ; 
Nor could I e'er behold him, _ the down 


But let caution guide thee. | 


haughty 


To ſee her! Her diſtr acted ſoul is bent 


L042 4 


Cover'd his manly — many years | 
Number'd he? 
Orb. I thiak, ſcarce thirteen, when his 
And now ſome twenty, 
Barb. Othmax, now fot proof 
of undifſembled ſerviee. all I know, | 
Thy long-experienc'd faith hath plac's thee high 
In the queen s confidence. Ochman, ſhe mud be won, 
lead thou my cauſe of love: make her but mire, 
And ſuch unſought reward ſhall crawn thy zeal, 
As ſhall out-ſoar thy wiſhes. 
Otb. Mighty king, 
Where duty bids, I go. 
Barb. Then haſte thee, Othman, 
Ere yet the rumour of her ſon's deceaſe 
Hath reach'd her ear; 
Tell her, I come, borne on the wings of love t- 
Haſte—fly—l follow thee. [Exit Othman, 
Now, Aladin, 
Now, fortune bears us to the wiſh'd-for port: 
This was the rock I dreaded. Doft not think 
Th' at:empt was greatly daring? 
Alad. Bold as needful. 
What booted it, to cut th' old ſerpent. off, 
While the young adder neſted in his place? 
Barb. True: Algiers is mine, 
Without a rival Vet I wonder much, 
Omar returns not: Omar, whom I ſent 
On this high truſt, I fear, *tis he hath fallen. 
Didſt thou not ſay, two ſlaves encounter'd Selim? 
Alad. Ay, two: tis rumour'd ſo. 
Barb. And that one fell ? 
Alad. By Sclim's hand : while his companion 
| Planted his happier flecl in Selim's heart. 
Barb. Omar, I fear, is fall'n. From my right- 
I gave my ſignet to the truſty ſlave : [ hand 
And bade him ſend it, as the certain pledge 
Of Selim's death; if ſickneſs or captivity, 
| Or wayward fate, ſhou'd thwart his quick return, 
Alad. The rumour yet is young; perhaps fore. 
The truſty ſlave's approach. [runs 
Barb, We'll wait th' event. 
Mean time give out, that now the widow'd queen 
Hath dry'd her tears, prepar'd to crown my love 
By marriage-rites: ſpread wide the flatt ring tale; 
For, if perſuaſion win not her confent, ; 
Pow'r ſhall compel. | 
This night my will devotes to feaſt and joy, 
For conqueſt o'er the Moor. Henee, Aladin: 
And ſee the night-watch cloſe the palace round. 
[Exit Aladin 
Now to the queen. M heart expands with hope, 
Let high ambition flouriſh; in Selim's blood 
Its root is ſtruck : from this, the riſing ſtem 
Proudly ſhall branch o'er Afric's cantinent, 


f. ather dy'l, 


<4 


| 


} 


And ftretch from ſhore to ſhore, Oh, 
Enter Irene. Thot 
My wayward daughter! ſtill with folly thwart been 
Each purpoſe of my foul? When pleaſures ſpring Been 
Beneath our feat, thou ſpurn'ſt the proffer'd boo A fa 
To dwell with forrow—Why theſe ſullen tears? - lene 
Irene. They are the tears of pity. From the quee 
I come, thy ſuppliant. | ew: 
' Barb. What wou'dft thou urge? With 
Irene. Thy dread return from war, Or, 
And prdfer'd love, have open'd ev'ry | wound 
The ſoft and lenient hand of time had clos'd- Ir 


Ir ever gentle pity touch'd thy heart, 
Urge not thy command 


To mourn in ſolitude. She aſks no more. 
Barb. She mocks my love. How many te li 
Have I enlur'd her coynefs ! Had not war, [eu 


nd great ambltion, call'd me from Algiers, 

« this. my pow'r had reap'd what the denies, 
gut there's a cauſe, which touches on my peace, 
lag bids me bruok no more her falſe delays. 
[rene- Oh, frown not thus! 8 . 

gut let thy conſenting pity mix with mine, 


tha ueen! | 1 
rd What means that guſhing tear? 
Irene. Oh, never ſhall Irene taſte of peace, 
ſhile poor Zaphira mourns ! 
Barb, Is this my child? 
verſe and ftubborn ! As thou lov'ſt thy peace, 
n up thy tears. What! damp the general triumph 
hat echoes through Algiers ! which now ſhall pierce 
he vaulted heav'n, as ſoon as fame ſhall ſpread | 
dung Selim's death, my empire's bittereſt foe. 
Irene. Oh, generous Selim! 5 
Barb. Ah, there's more in this! 
el me, Irene, on thy duty tell me, 
by, at this deteſted name of Selim, 
reſh thy ſorrow ſtreams ? 
Irene. Yes, I will tell thee: | 
y father knows, that fcarce five moons are paſt 
ince the Moors ſeiz d, and ſold me at Oran, 
\ bopeleſs captive in a foreign elime | | 
Barb. Too well I know, and rue the fatal day. 
jut what of this? | 
Irene, Oft have I told thee, OO 
ow mid'ſt the throng, a youth appear d; his eye 
Inght as the morning-ftar! | | | 
| 
| 


man. 


Jarb. And was it Selim? 
Did he redeem thee ? 

irene. With uniparing hand | 
fle paid th” alloted ranſom: At his feet I] wept, 
ioly'd in tears of gratitude and joy. 


* 


fe ſtarted at the name of Barbaroſſa; 

Vet, with recovery mild, - 

Go to Algiers, he cry'd; protect my mother; 
And be to her, what Selim is to thee 
ti'nſuch, my father, was the generous. youth, 
Who, by the hands of bloody, bloody men, 

lies number'd with the dead. | 

Harb. Amazement chills me! | 
Was this thy unknown friend, conceal'd from me ? 
Hſe, faithleſs child! 

Irene. Cou'd gratitude do leſs ! | 
He ſaid thy wrath purſu'd him; thence conjur'd me, 
Not to reveal his name. 

Harb. Thou treacherous maid! 

To ſtoop to freedom from thy father's foe ! 

Irene, Alas, my father — — 

1 le never was thy foe, 

Barb. What! plead for Selim! | 
0h, coward! Traitrefs to thy father's glory ! 
Thou ſhou'dft have liv'd a flave been fold to ſhame, 


rt. been baniſh'd to the depth of howling deſarts, 

ſpring en aught but what thou art, rather than blot 

d boon A father's honour by a deed fo vile — 

ars! flence, from my ſight— Hence, thou unthankful 

e quee child! | 
beware thee ! Shun the queen: nor taint her ear 
With Selim's fate. Ves, the ſhall crown my love; 
Or, by our prophet, the ſhall dread my pow'r. 

, | | | [Exit Barbaroſſa. 


Irene, Unhappy queen! | 
To what new ſcenes of horror art thou doom's ! 
bereft of her lov'd lord, of every joy vereft. 
de but intreats to die | 
In her dear father's tents! Thither, good queen, 
My care hall ſpeed thee, while ſuſpicion ſleeps. 


4nd heal the woes of weeping majeſty ! | 


BAR HA N G 8 A; 
On my defenceleſs head? Yet innecence 
Shall yield her firm ſupport; and conſcious virtue 
Gild all my days. | 
Let the ſtorm beat. I'll weep and pray, till ſhe 
And Heav'n forget my father e er was cruel. - 


hut when I told my quality and birth, | 4 


} 


| 


; 


Cou' d I but fave Zaphiza, 


. — 
A © T0 
Taphira diſcevered. 


* 


Zapb. 


righteous heav'n, 


Strengthen my fainting ſoul, which fain would riſe 
To confidence in thee But woes on woes 


O'erwhelm me! Firſt my huſband! now, my ſoa! 


Both dead! both ſlaughter'd by the bloody hand 
{Weeps.| Of Barbaroſſa! Sh 


| Oh, faithful Othmaa ! | 
Our fears were true! My Selim is no more? 


Enter Othman. 


Orb. Has then the fatal ſecret reach'd thine ear? 


'{ Inhuman tyrant! 


Zaph, Strike him, Heav'n, with thunder! 


Nor let Zaphira doubt thy providence. | 
Otb. Twas what we fear d. Oppoſe not Heav'n's 


Nor ſtruggle with the ten- fold chain of fate, 


That links thee to thy woes { Oh, rather yield, 


And wait the happier hour, when innocence 
Shall weep no more. Reſt in that pleaſing hope, 
The king ' 

Zafh. Whom ſtil'ſt thou king 

Oth. Tis Barbaroſſa; 

He means to ſee thee ä | 
Zaph. Does he aſſume the name gf king? 
Orb, He does. 


him; | 
Blaft all his joys, and turn them into horror; 
Till phrenzy riſe, and bid him curſe the hour 


man, 
My ſole- ſurviving prop! Can'ſt thou deviſe 
No ſecret means, by which I may eſcape 
| This hated palace? With undaunted ftep 
I'd roam the waſte, to reach my father's vales 
Of dear Mutija! Can no means be found, 
To fly theſe black' ning hoxrors that ſurround me 
Otb. That hope is vain! The tyrant knows thy 
hate. : | | ; 
Hence, day and night, his guards ſurround thee z 
Rouſe not, then, his anger: 
Let ſoft. perſuation and mild eloquence, 
Redeem that liberty, which ſtern rebuke 
Wou'd rob thee of for ever. | 
Zaph. Cruel taſk !—an injur'd queen 
To kneel for liberty! And, oh, to whom! 
E'en to the murd'rer of her lord and ſon ! 
Oh, periſh firſt, Zaphira! Ves, I'Il die! 
For what is life to me ! My dear, dear lord l 
My hapleſs child! Yes, I will follow. you. 
Oth. Wilt thou not ſee him, then? 
Zapb. I will not, Othman. 5 # 
Or if I do, with bitter imprecation, 
More keen than poiſon ſhot from ſerpents tongues, 
I'll pour my curſes on him! 
Otb. Will Zaphira 
Thus meanly fink in woman's fruitleſs rage, 


What though my frowning father pour'd his rage 


When ſhe ſhould wake revenge? 


HEN ſhalt I be at peace Oh, 


And yield thyſelf to Heav'n-—My honggured queen, 


Zapb. Qh, title vilely purchas'dl by the blood 
Of innocence ! by treachery and murder 
| May Heav'n incens'd pour down its vengeauce o 


That gave his crimes their birth! My faithful Qthe . 
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Tel me but how! what can a helpleſs woman! 

Oth. Gain but the tyrant's leave, and reach thy 

facher; | 35 

Pour thy. complaints before him let thy wrongs : 

Kindle his indignation, to purſue 

This wille, uſurper, till unceaſſnę war 

Blaſt his ill-gotten pow'r. f 

| Zaph, Ah !—ſay'ft thou, Othman? 

Thy words have ſhot like lightning through my 
frame; | 

And/ all my ſoul's on ſite Thou faithful friend 

Yes, with more gentle ſpeech Ill ſooth his ꝓride; 

Regain my freedom l reach my father's tents; 


There paint my-.countleſs woes. His kindling rage 


Shall wake the vallies into honeſt vengeance: 
The ſudden ſtorm ſhall pour on Barbaroſſa, 
And ev'ry glowing warrior ſteep his ſhaft: 
In deadlier poiſon, to revenge my wrongs. 
Otb. There ſpoke the queen. 
thy freedom, 


Touch not on Selim's death. Thy ſoul will kindle, 


And paſſion mount in flames that will conſume. thee: | 


Zaphi My murder'dſon'! yes; torevenge thy death, 
Tl ipeak a language which my heart diſdains. 
Oth, Peace, peace! The tyrant comes: Now, in- 
jur'd queen, org 
Plead for thy freedom, hope for juſt revenge, 
And check each riſing paſſion! [Exit Othman- 
Enter Barbaroſſa. ES 
Barb. Hail, ſov'reign fair! in whom 
Beauty and majeſty conſpire to charm! 
Behold the conqu'ror, conquer'd by thy pow'r | 
Zapb. Oh, Barbaroſla!t vw. 
No more the pride of conqueſt e'er can charm 
My widow'd heart! With my departed lord 
My love lies bury'd ! 2 0 1 HEE 
Then turn thee to ſome happier fair, whoſe heart 
May crown thy growing love, with love ſincere; 
For I have none to give! ** 
Barb. Love ne er ſhou' d die: 
*Tis the ſoul's cordial : tis the fount of life; 
Therefore ſhou'd ſpting eternal in the breaſt; 
One object loſt; another ſhou'd ſucceed, 
And all our life be love. ; : 
Zaph. Urge me no more:—Thou might'& with 
equal hope h 
Woo the cold marble weeping o'er a tomb, 
To meet thy wiſhes | But if gen'rous love; | 
Dwell in thy breaſt, vouchſafe me proof ſoncere: 
Give me ſafe convoy to my native vales 
Of dear Mutija, where my father reigns. | 
Barb. Ob, blind to proffer'd bliſs! what fondly 
This pomp of empire, for an Arab's tent! [quit 
Where the mock.chieftain leads his vagrant tribes 
From plain to plain, and faintly ſhadows out 
The majeſly of- kings Far other joys 
Here ſhall attend thy call: ſubmiſſive realms 
Shall bow the neck; and ſwarthy kings and queens, 
From tbe far diſtant Niger, and the Nile, 
Drawn captive at my conqu'ring chariot-wheels,.. 
Shall kneel before thee. | 
Zapb. Pomp and pow'r are toys | 
Which ev'n the mind at eaſe may well diſdain: 
But, ah, what mockery is the tinſel pride 
Of ſplendor, when the mind : | 
Lies deſolate within — Such, fuch, is mine? 
O'erwhelm'd with ills, and dead to every joy: 
me not this laſt requeſt, to die 
In my dear father's tents ! 
Barb. Thy ſuit is vain— 
Zaph, Thus kneeling at thy feet I. 40 
Barb, Thon chenkleſs fair! — 


beſeech 


But as Ab lov'ft} 
| Where'er thou art --Look on me !--Tell me, tyrant, 


BAA2R DO ATRA SAS A 
| Thus to repay the-labours of my love | 
Had I not ſeis'd the throne hen Selim dy'd, 


Ere this, thy ſoes had laid Algiers in ruin: 


|. ' Farb. Raſh queen, for 


| [ Remember, that within theſe palace-Walls, 
Im omnipotent: that ſhame and honour, 


My rage ſhall ſweep him, ſwifter than the 


And gave it to her ear. | 


I check'd. the warring:;pow'rs;. and gave vou 
Make thee but mine, I will deſcend the e 
And call thy-ſon from banidumene to empire- 
Zapb. Oh, my heart! | 
Can I bear this! 
Inhuman tyrant! Curſes on«thy-head ! 
May dire-remorſe and:anguiſh haunt thy throney 
And gender in thy boſom fell defpair ! 
Deſpair as deep as mine! | 
Barbs What means Zaphira d 
What means this burſt of grief? 
Zapb. Thou fell deſlroyer! 
Had not guilt fitel'd thy heart, awak' ning conſcience 
Wou' d- flaſn coaviction on thee, and each look, 
S hot from theſe eyes, be arm'd with ſerpent-horrors, 
To turn thee into ſtone !—Relentlefs man! 
Who did the bloody deed ? Oh, tremble, guilt, 


Who ſlew my blameleſs ſon ? 
Barb. What envious tongue, 
Hath dar'd to taint my name with ſlander ? 
Thy Selim lives —nay, more, he ſoon-ſhall reign, 
If thou conſent to bleſs me. 

Zaphi Never oh, never--Sooner wou'd I roam, 
An unknown exile, through the torrid climes 
Of Afric; ſooner dwell- with wolves and tygers, 
Than mount with thee my murder'd Selim!s throne] 
bear; think on thy cap - 


— 


tive ſtate: 


Re ward and puniſument, await my nod, 
The vaſſals of my pleaſure—Y ield thee then: 
Avert the gath'ring horrors that ſurround thee, 
And dread my pow'r incens'd. 
Zapb. Dares thy licentious tongue pollute mine 
ear — ; 5 
With that foul menaceꝰ Tyrant! dread'ſt thou not 
Th' all- ſeeing eye of Heav'n, its lifted thunder, 
And all the red'ning vengeance Which it ſtores 
For crimes like thine? Vet know. Taphira ſcorns 
Though robb'd by thee of ev'ry dear ſupport, {then 
No tyrant's threat can awe the free-born ſoul 
That greatly dares to die, [Exit Zaphirs, 
Barb. Where ſhould ſſſe learn the tale of Selim's 
Cou'd Othman dare to tell it? If he did, ww 
[ wind, 


To inſtant death! _. | 
Enter Aladin, 
Oh, Aladin! 
Timely thou eom'ſt, to eaſe my lab'ring thought, 
That ſwells with indignation and deſpair. 
This ſtubborn woman — : 
Alad. What, unconquemd ſtill? „ 
Barb. The news of Selim's fate hath reach d her 
Whence could this come? {eats 
Alad. Lcan reſolve thy doubt. 
A female ſlave, attendant on Zaphira, 
O'erheard the meſſenger who brought the tale, 


Barb. Perdition ſeize her! 

Nor threat can move, ner premiſe-now allure, 
Her haughty ſoul: nay, the defies my pow'r 
And talks of death, as if her female form 
Inſhtin'd ſome hero's ſpirit. 


_} Alad. Let her rage foam. 


þ thee. | Alad: The gallant youth is come, who flew her ſon. 


T bring thee tidings that will eaſe thy pain. 
Barb. Say'ſt thou ?—Speak-. on—Oh, give me 
quick relief! 


ace. 


„ 


ty 


zn, fotting deep millfchiefs to thy throne and people. 
Barb, Well ye repaid the traitor um 
roam, Ach. As we ought. 
While night drew on, we leapt upon our prey. 
rs, Full at his heart brave Omar aim'd the pojgnard, 
rene! Which Selim ſhunpigg, wrench'd it from his hand, 
7 6ap- lden plupg's it in his breaſt. 1 haſted on, 


Cy 


mine 


* «$5 
orb, Who? Omar! 
Alad. No; unhappy Omar ne. EE ; 
By celim's hand. But Achmet, whom he join'd 
{is brave; aſſoeiate, ſo the youth bids tell thee, 
Reveng'd his death by Selim's. | | 
Barb. Gallant youth! 
gears he the fignet ? 
„ : 
2 That ſpeaks him true. Conduct him, 
Aladin. [Exit Aladin. 
This is beyond my hope. Phe ſecret pledge 
Reftor'd, prevents ſuſpicion of the deed, 
While it confirms it done. 
Enter Achmet and Aladin. 
Ab. Hail, mighty Barbaroſſa! As the pledge 
q 5 [ Kneels. 
of Selim's death, behold thy ring reſtor'd : 
That pledge will ſpeak the reſt. e 
Barb. Riſe, valiant youth! 
But firſt, no more a flave—l give thee freedom. 


ſoin'd his companion in this brave attempt? 

Ach. I am. | 
Barb, Then tell me how you ſped. ——Wher 
That inſolent ? [found ye 
Ach. We found him at Oran, : 


do late to ſave, yet I reveng'd my. friend: 

ly thirſty dagger, with repeated blows, 

Karch'd ev'ty artery: they fell together, 

Cafping in folds of mortal enmity; 

And thus in frowns expir'd. 

Bard. Well haſt thou ſped. 

Thy dagger did its office, faithful Achmet; | 
nd high reward fall wait-th2e—One thing more 
be the thought fortunate - Go, ſeek the queen. 


|My dagger thirſts-not but for regal blood. 


hy doſt\ thou 


Thou art the youth whom Omar (now no more) 


—— — — — 


a 


> 
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Why this amazement ? 
Orb. Amazementꝰ—NO— Tis well — tis as It 
He Was, indeed, à fos to Barbarofla, [ſhould be. 
Ach. And therefore to Algiers :==Was it not 6 
pauſe? What paſſion ſhakes thy 
frame? | 
Oh. Fate, do thy worſt I can no more difſem- 
Can I, unmov'd, behold the murd'ring ruffian, ble! 
Smeay d with my prince's blood! 
tyrant, + 
Othman defies his pow'r ; that, tir'd with life, 
He dares his bloody hand, and pleads to die. 
Ach. What, didſt thou love this Selim? 
Oth. All men lov'd him. 
He was of ſuch unmix'd and blameleſs quality, 
That envy, at his praiſe ſtood mute, nor dar'd 


To fully his fair name ! Remorſeleſs tyrant! 


Ach. I do commend thy faith. And, ſince thou 
lov'ſt him, 
I'll whiſper to thee, that with honeſt guils 
Ihave deceiv'd this tyrant Barbaroſſa: 
Selim is yet alive. 
Orb. Alive! 
Ach. Nay, more 
Selim is in Algiers. 
Ot b. Impoſſible! WE 
Aeb. Nay, if thou doubt'ſt, I'll bring him kither, 
Otb. Not for an empire! _ _ {[firaights 
Thou might'ſt as well bring the devoted lamb 


Into the tyger's den. 


Acb. But PI il'bring him, 
Hid in ſuch deep diſguiſe, as ſhall deride 
Suſpicion, though ſhe wear the Lynx's eyes 
Not e'en thyſelf. couldſt know him. 
Oth. Yes, ſure; too ſure, to hazard fuch an awfe! 
Trial! ms | 
Ach. Yet ſeven revolving years, worn out 
In tedious exile, may have wrought ſuch change 
Of voice and feature, in the ſtate of youth, 
As might elude thine eye. 
Orb. No time can blot 
The mem'ry of his ſweet majeſtic mien, 
The tuftre of his eye! Befides, he wears 
A mark indelible, a beauteous ſcar, ' 
Made.on his forehead by a furious pard, 
Which, ruſhing on his mother, Selim flew. 
Ach. A ſear! ; . 
Oth. Ay, on his forehead, : 
Acb. What, like this? [Lifting bis turban. 
Orb. Whom do | fee —am T awake my prince! 
My honour'd; honour'd king! | { Knees, 
Selim. Riſe, faithfut Othman, 
Thus let me thank thy truth! 
Orb. Oh, happy hour! hee 
And why that ardent gaze? Thou eanſt not doubt me! 
Oth. Ah, no! I ſee thy fire in ev'ry lin 
How did my prince eſcape the murd'rer's hand? 
Selim, I wrench'd the dagger from him; and 
gave back k 25 
That death he meant to bring. The ruffian wore 
The tyrant's ſignet:— Take this ring, he cry d, 
The ſole return my dying hand can make thee 


For. its aceurs'd attempt, this pledge reſtor'd, 


| Will prove thee ſlain.— This ſaid, th' aſſaſſin dy d. 

Otb. But how to gain admittance, thus unknown ? 
Selim. Diſguis d as Selim's murderer J come: 

Tl accomplice of the deed : the ring reſtor'd, 

} Gain'd credence to my words, 


ru- 


ou not lor know the rumour of her Selim's death 
det, nh reach'd her ear: hence dark ſuſpicions riſe, 
7) Glancing at me. Go, tell her, that thou ſaw'f 
ſcorns er ſon expire; that with his dying breath, 
{thee e did conjure her to receive my vows, 
E And give her country peace. 
aphirt. | Enter Othman. 
__ Holt welcome, Othman! | 
"_ Lo this gallant firanger; be bath done 
2 A. be ſtate good ſervice 2, Let ſome high reward 
[ wind, wait him, ſuck as may o'erpay his zeal. 
| onduct him to the queen: for he hath news 
N Worthy her ear, from her departed ſon; 
ughty buck as may win her lovs. Come, Aladin; 
lhe banquet waits our preſence : feſtal joy 
eds in the mantling goblet; and the night, 
hd ber lunin'd by the taper's dazzling beam, 
1 als departed day. Ereunt Barb. and Alad. 
leut. 4b, What anxious thought | 
Ralls in thine eye, and heaves thy lab'ring breaft ? 
Why oin't thou not the loud excels of joy, 
e "at riots through the palace? 
0%. Dar'ſt thou tell me, 
Vn what dark. errand theau art here? 
res | Ach, 1 dare, 
5 hat thou not perceive the ſayage lines of blood 
form my viſage ? Read'ſt not in mine eye 
worſeleſs fury? I am Sclim's murd'rer. 
| b. Selim's maurd'rer ! | 
we ms Alb. Start not from me. 


her ſon. 


| Orb. Yet ere thou cam'ſt, thy death was 
; mour d here. 


Selim. Why doſt thou tremble thus? Why graſp 


* 
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Selim. I ſptead the flatt"ring tale, and ſent it W 
Tell me, Othman; 
And yet I tremble to approach the theme | 
How fares my mother ? Does ſhe ain retain 
Her native greatneſs ? | | 
Orb. Still: in vain the tyrant 
| Tempts her to marriage, though with eier. 
Of death or violation. [thre 
Selim. May kind Heav'n 
Strengthen her virtue, and by me reward it! 
When ſhall I ſee her, Othman ? 
Oth. Yet, my prince, 
I tremble for thy preſence. 
Selim. Let not fear 
Sally thy virtue: tis the lot of guilt 
To tremble. What hath innocence to do with fear? 
Oth. Still my heart 
Forbodes ſome dire event Oh, quit theſe walls! 
| Selim. Not till a deed be done, which ev'ry tyrant 
Shall tremble when he hears. | 
Orb. What means my prince? 
Selim. To take juſt vengeance for a father's blood, 
A mother's ſuff rings, and a people's groan. 
Oeb. Alas, my prince! Thy fingle arm is weak 
To combat multitudes! 
Selim. Therefore I come, 
Clad in this murd'rer's guiſe—Ere morning ſhines, 
_ . This, Othman—this=ſhaltdrink the tyrant's blood, 
[ Shewvs a dagger. 
Orb. 1 ſhield thy life Let caution 3 
re 
Selim. Nay, think not that I come 
Blindly impell'd by fury or deſpair : 
For L 42 ſeen our friends, and parted now 
From Sadi and Almanzor. 
Oeb. Say— what hope ? 
My ſoul is all attention 
Selim: Mark me, then: 
A choſen band of citizens this night 
Will ſtorm the palace; while the glutted troops 
Lie drench's in ſurfeit; the confed'rate city, 
Bold thro' deſpair, have ſworn to break their chain 
By one wide ſlaughter. 
The palace, and will wait th' appointed hour, 
To guard Zaphira from the tyrant's rage, 
Amid the dreadful uproar. 
Otb. Heav'n protect thee 
*Tis dreadful What's the hour? 
Selim. I left our friends 
In ſecret council. Ere the dead of night, 
Brave Sadi wil! report their laſt reſolves 
Now lead me to the queen 
Otb. Brave prince, beware! 
Her joy's or fear's exceſs, wou'd ſure betray thee. 
Thou thalt not ſee her till the tyrant periſh! 
Selim. I muſt I feel ſome ſecret impulſe urge me, 
© Who knows that *tis not the laſt parting interview 
We ever ſhall obtain? 
Otb. Then, on thy life, | 
Do not reveal thyſelf—Afſume the name 
Of Selim's friend ; ſent to confirm her virtue, 1 
And warn her that he lives. 
Selim. It ſhall be ſo: I yield me to thy will. 
Orb, Thou greatly daring youth! May angels 
watch, 
And guard thy upright purpoſe! That Algiers 
May reap the bleſſings of thy virtuous reign, 
And all thy godlike father ſhine in thee ! 
Selim. Oh, thou haſt rouz'd a thought, on which 
revenge 
Mounts with redoubled fre Ves, here, ev'n here, 
Beneath this very roof, my honour'd father | 
Shed round his Ts till anne, treachery |, 


ats 


1, mean time, have gain'd | 


© «fs 
Stole on his peaceful hour! Oh, bleſſed fade! 
If yet thou hover'ſt o'er thy once-lov'd clime, 
Now aid me to redreſs thy bleeding wrongs! 
Infuſe thy mighty ſpirit into my breaſt, 
That undiſmay d, 

I may purſue the Juſt i intent ; and dare, 
Or bravely to revenge, or bravely die, Exes 


DE . — 

4 II. 

| Enter Irene. 

C AN air-drawn viſions mock the waking 
Sure 'twas his image This way, ſure 

mov d. 

But, oh, how chang'd ! He wears no gentle ſmi 

But terror in his 3 He comes Tis he: 

For Othman points him hither, and departs. 

Diſguis'd, he ſeeks the queen: ſecure, perhaps, 

And heedleſs of the ruin that ſurrounds him. 

Oh, generous Selim! can I ſee thee thus; 


And not forewarn ſuch virtue of its fate? 
Pg it gratitude! 


Enter Selim. 

| Selim. Be ſtill, ye fighs! 

Ye ſtruggling tears of filial love, be till, 

Down, down fond heart! | 
Irene. Why, ſtranger, doſt thou wander here! 
Selim, Oh, ruin! LSbunning! 

rene. Bleſt, is Irene! Bleſt, if Selim lives! 
Selini. Am I betray'd ! 
Irene. Betray'd to whom? to her 

Whoſe grateful heart would ruſh on death to 
Selim, It was my hope, 


li 
That time had veil'd all * of my youtt 


Am I then known ? 
Irene. To none, but love and me 


| 


| To me, who late beheld thee at Oran; 


Who ſaw thee here, beſet with unſeen peril, 

And flew to ſave the guardian of my honour, 

| Selim. Thou ſum of er 'ry worth ! Thou he 
of ſweetneſs! 

How cou'd I pour forth all my ſoul before thee, 

In vows of endleſs truth It muſt nor be!- 

This is my deſtin'd goal! The manſion drear, 

Where grief and anguiſh dwell; where bitter te 


{ And fighs and lamentations, choak the voice, 


And quench the flame of love 

Irene. Vet, virtuous prince, 
| Tho' love be ſilent, gratitude may ſpeak, 
Hear then her voice, which warns thee from t 
Mine be the grateful taſk, to tell the queen [ua 
Her Selim lives. Ruin and death incloſe thee. 
O ſpeed thee hence, while yet deſtruction fleeps 

Selim. Wou'd it were poſſible l 

Irene. What can prevent it? 
Selim, 8 Fate, and juſtice! 
A murder'd father s wrongs | 

Irene.” Juſtice, ſaid'ſt thou? 
That word hath fruck me, like a peal of thund 
Thine eye, which wont to melt with gentle lor 
Now glares with terror! Thy approach by night 
Thy dark diſguiſe, thy looks, and fierce demea! 
Yes, all conſpire to tell me, I am loſt! 


Ah, prince! take heed, I have a father too! 


Think, Selim, what Irene muſt indure, 
Should ſhe be guilty of a father's blood ! 
Selim. Come on then. Lead me tochim. © 


With Selim's blood [thine 
Irene. Was e*er diftreſs like mine! 
O Selim, can I ſee my father periſh” * f 


[ Quit, O quit theſe walls! 
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Heav'n will ordain ſome gentler, happier means, | 
To heal thy woes! Thy dark attempt js big | 
With horror and deſtruQtion ! Generous prince! 
Refign thy dreadful purpoſe, and depart! | 
Selim. May not Ifſee Zaphira, ere I go? | 
Thy gentle pity will not, ſure, deny us. | 
The mournful pleaſure of a parting tear? 
Irene. Go, then, and give her peace. 
theſe walls, 
As ſoon as morning ſhines—eife, tho' deſpair 
Drive me to madneſs - yet to fave a father! 
O Selim! ſpare my tongue the horrid ſentence | 
Fly! ere deſtuQtion ſeize thee! IExit Irene. 
. Selim. Death and ruin! 5 
Muſt I then fly? — what! —coward-Hke, betray, 
My father, mother, friends! Vain terrors, hence 
Danger looks. big to fear's dejuded eye. 
But courage, on the heights and ſteeps of fate, | 
Dares ſnatch her glorious purpoſe from the edge 
Of peril ; and, while fick'ning caution ſhrinks, 
Or ſelf-betray*d, falls headlong down the ſteep 
Calm reſolution, unappal'd, can walk KORG 
The giddy brink, ſecure Now to the queen 
How ſhall I dare to meet her thus unknown! 
How ſtifle. the warm tranſports of my heart, 
That pants at her approach ! Who waits the queen ? 


i 
j 


But fly 


| 


. Who waits Zaphira ? 85 
here! 5 Enter a Female Slave. | 
ning þ Slave. Whence this intruſion, ftranger, at an 
lives! Deftin'd to reſt ? [hour 


Selim. I come, to ſeek the queen, 
On matter of ſuch impart, as may claim 
Her ſpeedy audience, 

Slave. Thy requeſt is vain. 3” | 
F'en now the queen hath beard the mournful tale 
Of her ſon's death, and drown'd in grief ſhe lies. 
Thou canſt not ſee her. } 

Selim. Tell the queen, I come 
On meſſage from her dear, departed ſon, 
And bring his laſt requeſt. 


th to 
1 
youtl 


il, 


r. b 
W Hawe. I'll haſte to tell her. [Exit Slave. 
: Selim. O ill-diſſembling heart My ev'ry limb 
thee, Trembles with grateful terror !=" Some look, o 
be! ſtarting tear, , 
rear, Will ſure betray me Honeſt guile aſſiſt 
itter te My fault'ring tongue! 
oice, Enter Zaphira. 
'Zaphe, Where is this pious ſtranger ? 
day, generous youth, whoſe pity leads thee thus 
3% Toſeek the weeping manſions of diſtreſs ! 
from th Did'ſt thou behold in death my hapleſs ſon ? 
en (wal Did he remember me? 
e thee. Selim. Moſt honour'd queen! | 
n fleeps MW [iy fon—Forgive theſe guſhing tears, which flow 
Toſee diftreſs like thine } © _- + „ 
„Zapb. I thank thy pity! 
Tis generous thus to feel for others woe 
What of my ſon? 5 . 
Selim. By Barbaroſſa's dread command I come, 
To tell thee, that theſe eyes alone beheld 
entle lol Thy fon expire. e 
Zaph. Relentleſs fate that I ſhould be deny'd 
The mournful privilege to ſee him die! + 
To claſp him in the agony of death, 
r too! And catch his parting ſoul ! O, tell me all, 
1 All that he ſaid and look'd, deep in my heart 
FE That I may treaſure ev'ry parting word, 
him. Tach dying whiſper of my dear, dear ſon ! | 
[thine tim. Let not my words offend. What if he ſaid, 
. Go, tell my hapleſs mother, that her tears 
UL ave ſtream'd too long: then bid her weep no more: 


Bid her forget the huſband and the ſon, 


' | Perhaps=——thy fon yet lives. 


ku Barbarofſa's arms! 


Zapb. O, baſely falſe! 
Thou art ſome creeping ſlave to Barbaroſſa, 


Sent to ſurprife my aniuſpecting heart! 


Vile ſlave, be gone My ſon betray me thus 

Cou'd he have e'cr conceiv's ſo baſe a purpoſe, 

My griefs for him ſhou'd end in great difdain 

But he was brave; and ſcorn'd a thought fo vile! 

Wretched Zapnira ! How art thou become 

The ſport of ſlaves ; 
Selim. Yet hope for peace, unhappy queen! Thy 

May yet have eng. 2 [ woes 
Zaph. Why weep'ſt thou, crocodile ? 

Thy treacherous tears are vain, TED 
Selim. My tears are honeſt. 

Jam not what thou think'fi, 


Zapb. Who art thou, then? 


Selim. Oh, my full heart I am thy friend and 
I come not to inſult but heal thy woes [ Selim's. 
Now check thy heart's wild tumult, while I tell 


 —_ 
Zaph, Lives! O, gracieus Heav'n! . 
Do I not dream? Say, ſtranger—didft thou tell me, 
Perhaps my Selim lives: What do I aſk ? | 
Wild, wild and fruitleſs hope! What mortal pow'r 
Can e'er re-animate his mangled corſe, | 
Shoot life into the cold and ſilent tomb, 
Or bid the ruthleſs grave give up its dead! 
Selim. O pow'rful nature, thou wilt ſure betray. 
me! : 
Thy Selim lives: for ſince his rumcur'd death, 
I ſaw him at Oran. | 
Zaph., Ye heav'ply powers ! 
Didft thou not ſay, thou ſaw'ſt my ſon expire? 
Didſt not ev'n now relate his dying words? 
Selim, It was an honeſt falſhood, meant to prove 
Zapbira's unſtain'd virtue. | 
Zaph. Why but Othman 
Othman affirm'd that my poor ſon was dead: 
And 1 have heard, the murderer is come, 
In triumph o'er his dear and innocent blood. 
Selim. I am that murderer Beneath this guiſe 
ſpread th' abortive tale of Selim's death, 
And haply won the tyrant's confidence, 
Hence gain'd acceſs : and from thy Selim tell thee, 
Selim yet lives; and honours all thy virtues, 
Zaph. O, generous youth, who art thou. 
From what clime 
Comes ſuch exalted virtue, as dares give 
A pauſe to griefs like mine — As dares approach, 


And prop the ruin tott'ring on its baſe, 


Which ſelfiſh caution ſhuns—Oh, ſfay———who art 
thou ? | | | 

Selim. A friendleſs youth, ſelf-baniſh'd with thy 

Long his companion in diftreſs and danger: I ſon; 


One who rever'd thy worth in proſp'rous days: 


And more reveres thy virtue in diſtreſs, 
Zapb. Gentle ſtranger, mock not my woes, 
But tell me truly does my Selim live? 
Selim. He does, by heav'n! : | 
Zapb. Oh, generous Heaven, thou at length 
o'erpay'ſt | 
My bittereſt pangs, if my dear Selim lives. 
And does he ftill remember. | 


His father's wrongs, and mine? 


Selim. He bade me tell thee, 
That in his heart indelibly are ſtamp'd 


His father's wrongs, and thine: That he but waits 
Till awful juſtice may unſheath her ſword, 


That till th' arrival of that happy hour, 
Deep in his ſoul the hidden fire ſhall glow, 
And his breaſt labour with the great revenge! 
Much honour's queen, farewel, 


Z —— Not yet--not yet z--indulge a mother's love ! 


[ Ajide. 
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In thee, the kind companion of his griefs, 
Methinks I ſee my Selim ſtand before me. 
Depart not yet. A thouſand fond requeſts 
Croud on my mind: wiſhes, and pray'rs and tears, 
Are all I have to give, Oh, bear him theſe! 

Selim. Take comfort, then; for know, thy ſon, o'er- 
To reſcue thee, wou'd bleed at ev'ry vein!. [joy'd 
Bid her, he ſaid, yet hope we may be bleſt! 
Bid her remember that the ways of heav'n, 
Though dark, are juſt: that oft ſome guardian 
Attends unſeen to ſave the innocent ! [pow'r 
But if high Heav'n decrees our fall Oh, bid her 
Firmly to wait the ſtroke, prepar'd alike : 
To live or die! | 

Zaph. Eternal bleſſings crown my virtuous ſon, 
Protect his tender years! 
Be thou his guide through dangers and diftreſs ? - 
Soften the rigours of his cruel exile, | | 
And lead him to his throne !-——— Exit Taphira. 

Selim. Now, ſwelling heart, 
Indulge the luxury of grief! Flow tears! 
And rain down tranſport in the ſhape of ſorrow ! 
Yes, I have ſooth'd her woes; have found her no- 
And to have giv'n this reſpite to her pangs, [ ble; 
O'erpays all pain and peril !——-Pow'rful virtue 
How infinite thy joys, when e'en thy griefs 
Are pleaſing! | 


Enter Othman and Sadi. 

Oth. Honour'd friends 
How goes the night? 

Sai. Tis well nigh midnight. 

Otb. What——in tears, my prince? 

Selim. But tears of joy: for I have ſeen Zaphira, 
And pour'd the balm of peace into her hreaft : 
Think not theſe tears unnerve me, valiant friends: 
They have but harmoniz'd my ſoul; and wak'd 
All that is man within me, to diſdain 
Peril, or death What tidings from the city? 

Sadi. All, all is ready. Our confed'rate friends 
Burn with impatience till the hour arrive. 

Selim. What is the ſignal of th' appointed hour? 

Sadj. The midnight watch gives ſignal of our 

meeting: 
And when the ſecond watch of night is rung, 
The work ef death begins. 
Selim. Speed, ſpeed ye minutes! 
Now let the rifing whirlwind ſhake Algiers, 
And juſtice guide the ftorm ! 
Oh, as ye love my life, 
Let your zeal haften on the great event: 
The tyrant's daughter found, and knew me here; 
And half ſuſpe&s the cauſe, 5 
© Oib, Too daring prince, x: | 
Retire with us! Her fears will ſure betray thee! 
Selim. What! leave my helpleſs mother, here, a 
To cruelty and luft?—T'll periſh firſt : [prey 
This very night the tyrant threatens violence : 
I'll watch his ſteps; I'll haunt him through the pa- 
And, ſhou'd he meditate a deed ſo vile, []ace: 
F'll hover o'er him like an unſeen peſtilence, 
And blaſt him in his guilt! | te 
* Sadi. Intrepid prince! 
Worthy of empire !—Yet accept my life, 
My worthleſs life: do thou retire with Othman 
J will protect Zaphira. | 55 = 
Selim. Think'ſt thou, Sadi 
That when the trying hour of peril comes, 
Selim will ſhrink into a common man! 
Worthleſs were he to rule, who dares not claim 
Pre-eminente in danger. Urge no more. 
Here ſhall my ſtation be: and if I fall, 
Oh, friends, let me have vengeance !-- Tell me now, 


3 A. 


8 . 
Orb. Revelling at the banquet. 
Selim. Tis good - Now tell me, 

are deſtin'd? 
Sadi. Near ev'ry port, a ſecret band is poſted : 

By theſe the watchful centinels muſt periſh z 

The reſt is eaſy : for the glutted troops 

Lie drown'd in ſleep; the dagger's cheapeſt prey. 

Almanzor, with his friends, will circle round 

The avenues of the palace. Othman and 1 

Will join our brave confederates (all ſworn 

To conquer or to die) and burſt the gates | 

Of this foul den. Then tremble, Barbaroſſa! 


how our pow 


Ott. Forgive me, prince! 

Forgive my doubts !--Think—ſhou'd the fair Irzne-. 

Selim. Thy doubts are vain. I wou'd not ſpare 
the tyrant, . 

Tho the ſweet maid lay weeping at my feet! 

My love indeed is ſtrong |! | 

But love ſhall yield to juſtice ! 
Sadi. Gallant prince! 

Bravely reſolv'd ! . ; 

Selim. But is the city quiet? : 
Sadi. All, all is huſh'd; Throughout the empty 
Nor voice, nor found, As if th' inhabitants, I ſtreets, 
Like the preſaging herds that ſeek the covert 
Ere the loud thunder rolls, had inly felt 
And ſhunn'd th' impending uproar. BEE 
Ot. There is a ſolemn horror in the night, too, 
That pleaſes me: a general pauſe through nature: 
The winds are huſh'd— 

Sadi. And as I paſs'd the beach, | 
The lazy billows ſcarce cou'd laſh the ſhore : 

No ftar peeps through the firmament of heav'n 

Selim. And lo—where eaftward, o'er the ſullen 
The waining moon, depriv'd of half her orb, | wave, 
Riſes in blood: her beam, well-nigh extinct, 
Faintly contends with darkneſs [Bell tolli. 
Hark! what meant | 
That tolling bell? 

Orb. It rings the midnight watch. 

Sadi. This was the figna! 5 
Come, Othman, we are call'd: the paſſing minutes 
Chide our delay: brave Othman, let us hence. 

Selim. One laſt embrace - nor doubt, but 

crown'd in glory, 
We ſoon ſha!l meet again. But, oh, remember 
Amid' the tumult's rage, remember mercy ! 
Warn our brave friends, that we unſheath the ſwore 
Not to. deſtroy, but fave! Nor let blind zeal, 
Or wanton cruelty, e'er turn its edge 
On age or innocence! or bid us ſtrike, 
Where the moſt pitying angel in the ſkies, 
That now looks on us from his bleſt abode, 
Wou'd with that we ſhou'd ſpares 
| Oth. So may we proſper, 
As mercy ſhall direct us. 
Selim. Farewel, friends! FO 
Sadi. Intrepid prince, farewsl. : 
„„ hu — Oth. and Sas 
Selim. Now ſleep and ſilence 
Brood o'er the city The devoted centinel 
Now takes his lonely ſtand; and idly dreams, 
Of that to-morrow he ſhall never ſee 
In this dread interval, oh, buſy thonght; 
Deſcend into thyſelf ! 
Search deep my heart! Bring with thee awful con- 
. 85 
And firm refoive! That in th' approaching hour 
f blood and horror, I may ſtand unmov'd; 

or fear to ſtrike where juſtice calls, nor dare 

To ſtrike where ſhe forbids! | 
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Where is the tyrant ? 
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3 ye powers of heavn, ET 
| That not frem you, but from'the murderer's eher 
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1 wrap myfelf 3 in night !-—To you I ſtand | | 

Reveal'd in noon- -tide day !—Oh, cou'd J arm 

My hand with pow'r! Then, like to you, array'd 

In ſtorm and fire, my ſwift-avenging thunder 

Shou'd blaſt this tyrant, But ſince fate denies 

That privilege, Ii ſeize on what it gives: 

Like the deep-cavern'd earthquake, burit beneath 
him, 

And whelm his throne, his empire, and blnfolf; 

In one prodigious ruin 
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A . 
1% ehe and Aladin. 
2 7 dif; 115 tell him, Aladin, my fears 
J Brook d delay? 
comes he not? 


, C 
* 4 dre a }, 
4 We 
J 4 ' t:j0 4 : 


F 
* 14 1Aen 


eam l- -- 'Twas ſurely more 
never was my ſoul 
eaus phantoms !s---Still he 


return; 41d tell him that his daughter 
nm of this threat'ning ruin. 
Behold, h comes. | 
[ Exeunt Aladin and Guards. 
ter Barbaroſſa. 
vpdof all my joys! | 
t ſurely rul'd thy birth ! 
m''d fear ſuſpends the banquet, 
al hour. 
iy fear 
„nat fear, what Phantom wo poſſeſs'd 
| dd thee from the terrors of this 
7 aaſeen [night; 
error? ſpeak. 


— 


8. Iread'ſt, and why? I have a ſoul 
To keſt dangers undiſmay'd. 

my father check with ſtern rebuke 
T 175 4.2 voie of nature, For e 'en now, 


r n roſe Methought I ſaw 
ng from the filent tomb: 
| ok a dagger in his hand, 
ous pow'r he roſe in air. 
huis command, this yawning roof 
in, and gave the phantom entrance! 
led with terrific brow, 
lardleſs father at the banquet, 
furious dagger in thy breaſt ! 
FR 1 thou appal me by a brain-fick 
Ext [ viſion? 
ene 4 &. hear me, deareſt father ! 
Barb, Provok e me not 
Irene. Merciful Heav'n, inſtruct me wat; to do! 


Enter Aladin. 


Barb. What mean thy looks? why doſt thou | 


gaze ſo wildly? 

Alad. I haſted to inform thee, that e'en now, 
Rounding the watch, I met the brave Abdalla, 
Breathleſs with tidings of a rumour dark, 

That young Selim js yet alive 

Barb. May plagues conſume the tongue 
That broach'd the falſhood ! 
What did he tell thee farther ? 

Alad. More he ſaid not: 
Save only, that the ſpreading rumour waled 
A ſpirit of revolt. 


Think but on that, m 


[I'll heap ſuch vengeance on him 


Whate'er th, event, thy doom is miſery 


Tis not poſſible 3 


— — om — 
— 
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Irene. Oh, gracious father! 


Barb. The rumour's falſi And yet 
coward fears 


oui 


Infect mel What !==—ſhall 1 be terify'd 
By midnight viſions ll not believe it. 


Alad. But this gath'ring rum our: 

my lord ! 

Barb. Infernal darkneſs : 

Swallow the ſlave that rais'd it 

See that the watch be doubled? 

Find out this ſtranger, Achmet; and forthwith 
Let him be brought before me. 

Trene. Oh, my father! 

I do conjure thee, as thou Jov'ſt thy life, | : 
Retire, and truſt thee to — faithful guards 
See not this Achmet 
Barb. Not ſee him —Fofthwith bring the 
ſlave before me 

If he prove falſe if hated Selim live, | 


Irene. Mercy Merey! ä 

Barb. Mercy To whom? 

Irene. To me and to thyſelf: _ 

To him to al. Thou think I rave; j yet true 

My viſions are, as ever prophet utter'd, 

When Heav'n inſpires his tongue ! 

Barb. Ne'er did the moon-ſtruck madman rave 
with dreams 


More wild than thine! Get thee to reſt; e' er yer 


Thy folly wake my rage Call Achmet hicher. 

rene. Thus proſtrate on my knees !=——Oh, ſee 
him not. 

Selim is dead Indeed the rumour's falſe ! 

There is no danger near——or, if there be, 

| Achmet is innocent! 

Barb. Off, frantic wretch ! 

This ideot-dream hath turn'd her brain to magneſs! 

Hence to thy chamber, till returning reaſon 

Hath calm'd this tempeſt—On thy duty hence! 

Irene. Yet hear the voice of caution ! 
fate 

What have I done —Heav'n ſhield my deareſt 

father ! 

Heav'n ſhield the innocent. U. FR Trene ! 


[Exit Irene. 

Barb. Her words are wrapt in darkneſ . 
Aladin, 

Forthwith ſend Achmet hither— Then with ſpeed 

Double the centinels—Infernal guiit! [Exit Alad. 

How doſt thou riſe in ev'ry hideous ſhape 


[Of rage and doubt, ſuſpicion and deſpair, 
To rend my ſoul ! 


Why did I not 
Repent, while yet my crimes were delible! 
Ere they had ſtruck their colours through my ſouly 
As black as night or hell! Tis now too ae 
[Then take me all, 
Unfeeling guilt! Oh, baniſh, if thou canſt, 
This fell remorſe, and ev'ry fruitleſs ſear! 
Enter Selim. 
Come hither, flave 
Hear me, and tremble art thou What Ab. 
Selim. Ha! ſeem'ſt? 
Barb. Doſt thou pauſe? By hell the (lave's 


confounded! 


| Selim. That Barbaroſſa ſhou'd ſuſpect my truth! ' 


Barb. Take heed! For, by the hov'ring pow'rs of 


vengeance, 


If I do find thee treach'rous, I will doom thee 
| To death and torment, ſach as human thought |, | 
| Ne'er yet conceiv'd ! Thou com'ſt beneath the guife 4 


Of 3 murderer Now tell me. ls net 


1 


Cruel 
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That Selim yet alive? 
Seli;n. Selim alive | 
Barb. Perdit on on thee! Doſt thou echo 
Anſwer me quick, or die! 
Selim. Ves, freely ſtrike- 
Already thou haſt giv'n the fatal wound, 
And piere'd my heart with thy unkind ſuſpicion 
Oh, cou'd my dagger find a tongue, to tell 
iHow deep it drank his blood But fince thy doubt 
Thus wrongs my zeal——Behold my breaſt—ftrike 
For Hold is innocence, | [ here — 
Farb. I ſcorn the taſk. [Puts up his dagger. 
Time ſhall decide thy doom Guards, mark me 
See that ye watch the motions of this ſlave: [well. 
And if he meditates t'eſcape your eye, 
Bet your good ſibres cleave him to the chine. 
 -Selim. 1 yield me to thy-will; and when thou 
That Selim lives, or ſeeſt his hated face, [know'ft 
When wreak thy vengeance on mm. 
Bars. Bear him hence— 
Yet, on your lives, await me within call 
- I will have deeper inquiſition made. 
[ Exeunt Selim and Guards. 
Call Zaphira, [Exit Slave. 
If Selim lives then what is Barbaroſſa? 
Me throne's a bubble, that but floats in air, 
Till marriage-rites declare Zaphira mine 
Iwill not brook delay=———By love and vengeance, 
This hour decides her fate ! 


Enter Zaphira. 
Well, havghty fair 
Hath reaſon yet ſubdu'd thee ? Wilt thou hear 
The voice of love? | 
Zaph. Why doſt thou vainly urge me? 
Thou know ſt my fix'd reſolve. 
Barb. Can aught but phrenzy 
Ruth on perdition ? 
Zaph. Therefore ſhall no pow'r 
E'er make me thine. / | = 
Barb. Nay, ſport not with my rage: 
Know, that thy final hour of choice is come 
Zaph. I have no choice——Think'ft thou I e*er' 
The murd'rer of my lord? [will wed 
Barb. Take heed, raſh queen! 
Tell me thy laſt reſolve. 85 
Zaph. Then hear me, Heav'n! | 
Hear all ye pow'rs that watch o'er innocence ! 
Angels of light! and thou, dear honour'd ſhade 
Of my departed lord! attend, while here 
I ratify with vows my laſt reſolve 
If I pollute me with this horrid union, 
May ye, the miniſters of heav'n, depart, 
Nor ſhed your influence on the guilty ſcene ! 
May horror blacken all our days and nights! 
May diſcord light the nuptial torch ! and fiends 
In triumph howl around th' accurſed bed! 
Barb. Be gone, remorſe | 
Guards do your office: drag her to the altar. 
Heed not her tears or Crie—  _ 
| [Guards go to ſeize Zaphira. 
Zapb. Oh, ſpare me |!l—Heav'n protect me 
: ' Oh, my ſon, + | 
Wert thou but here, to ſave thy helpleſs mother. 
What ſhall I do! Undone, undone Zaphira! 
| Enter Selim. | 
Sclim. Who call'd on Achmet ? 
"Require him here? 
Barb. Officious ſlave, retire! 
I call'd thee not. | 
Zaph. Oh, kind and gen'rous ſtranger, lend thy 
Oh, reſcue me from theie impending horrors | [aid 


— 


} 


"eb | 
me ? 


_ [Barbarofla 


' [ Drazos bis dagger. | 


| Behold a hapleſs prince, o'erwhelm'd 


Did not 


ROSS A 
Selim. Pity her woes, oh, mighty Barbareſſa! 
Barb. Rouze not my vengeance, flave! 

Selim. Oh, hear me, hear me ! 
Barb, Curſe on thy forward zeal ! 
Selim. Vet, yet hare mercy. 

| | [Lays hold of Barbaroſſa's garment. 
Barb. Preſuming ſlave, be gone! [Strikes Selim. 
Selim. Nay, then————die, tyrant, 
IKiſes, and aims to flab Barbaroſſa. Barbaroffa 
| wreſts his dagger from bim. 7 
Barb. Ah, traitor, have I caught thee Hold 

forbear— {To guards, who offer to kill Selim. 

Kill him not yet—l will have greater vengeance. 

Perfidious wretch, who art thou? Bring the rack: 

Let that extort the ſecrets of his heart. : 
Selim. Thy impious threats are loſt! I know that 

death. | 

And torments are my doom—Yet, ere I die, 

III ftrike thy ſoul with horror—Qff, vile habit! 


[.Ky eels, 


If thou dar'ſt, 


Now view me !—Hear me, tyrant—while with voice 
More terrible than thunder, I proclaim, | 
That he who aim'd the dagger at thy heart, 
Is Selim! | 
Zapb. Oh, Heav'n! my ſon! my ſon! [ She fainti. 
Selim. Unhappy mother! | Runs to embrace her, 
Barb, Tear them aſunder. | Guards ſeparate them, 
Selim. Barb'rous, barb'rous ruffians! 
Barb. Slaves, ſeize the traitor. 
. [ They offer to ſeize bin. 
Selim. Off, ye vile flaves! I am your king 
Retire, 


| And tremble at my frowns! That is the traitor; 


That is the murderer: feize him, 
And do your country right! 
Barb. Ah, coward dogs! 
Start ye at words !—or ſeize him, or, by hell, 
This dagger ends you all, [ They ſeize bin, 
Selim. Doſt thou revive, unhappy queen! 
Now arm thy ſonl with patience | 4 
Zapb. My dear fon ! 
Do I then live, once more to 
But, oh, to ſee thee thus! 
Selim. Canſt thou behold 
Her ſpeechleſs agonies, and got relent! 
Lo, Barbaroſſa! thou at length haſt conquer'd ! 
with woes, 


| [ Kneels 4 


ſee my Selim! 


[ Weeping, 


Proſtrate before thy feet Not for myſelf 
| I plead l— Les, plunge the dagger in my breaſt! 


Tear, dear me in piece-meal ! But, oh, ſpare Zaphira! 


FA Yet, yet relent! force not her matron honour! 


Barb. Have I, then, bent thy pride ? | 
Why, this is conqueſt e'en beyond my hope 
Lie there, thou ſlave ! lie, till Zaphira's cries 
Arouze thee from thy pofture ! | 

Selim. Doſt thou inſult. my griefs ? ——unmanly 

wretch ! : 
Curſe on the fear that cou'd betray my limbs, [ Riſig · 
My coward limbs, to this diſhoneſt poſture: 
Long have I ſcorn'd, I now defy thy pow'r. 
Barb. I'll put thy boaſted virtue to the trial, 
Slaves, bear him to the rack. 
Zapb. Oh, ſpare my ſon! 
Sure filial virtue never was a crime! 
Save but my ſon I yield me to thy wiſh! . 
What do I ſay ?=The marriage vow-—Oh, horror 
This hour ſhall make me thine! 

Selim. What! doom thyſelf 
The guilty partner of a murderer's bed, f 
Whoſe hands yet reek wita thy dear huſband's bloed 


Heav'n will reward tliy pity! !? 


— 


Fo heav*n, I ſwear, 


The guilty kour that gives thee to the arms 


bim. 


ping. 
es, 
"eels, 
i + 


hira! 
1 
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of that deteſted murderer, ſhall end 
This hated life! 6 : | | 
Barb. Or yield thee, or he dies! x 
Zapb. The conflict's paſt——l will reſume my 
greatneſs: ; RO 
We'll bravely die, as we have liv'd, with honour ! 
| [ Embracing. 
Selim. Now, tyrant, pour thy fierceſt fury on us: 
Now ſee, deſpairing guilt! that virtue till 
thall conquer, though in ruin. 
Barb. ; them hence: | 
Her to the altar: Selim to his fate, | 
Selim. One laſt embrace : 
Farewel! Farewel for ever |! | x 
2 [Guards fruggle with them. 
Zapb. One moment yet! Pity a mother's pangs! 
Oh, Selim ! 
Selim. Oh, my mother! | | 
| | [Exeunt Selim and Zaphira, 


4 


vs 


* 


1 
Enter Barbaroſſa and Aladin. 


Jarb. TS the watch doubled? Are the gates ſecur'd 
Againſt ſurprize? | 

Alad. They are, and mock th' attempt 
Of force or treachery. 

Barb. This whiſper'd rumour | | | 
Of dark conſpiracy, „ 
zeems but a falſe alarm. Our ſpies, ſent out, | 
Afirm that ſleep has wrap'd the city. 

Lad. But while Selim lives, ; 

Deſtruction lurks within the palace walls, 

Barb. Right, Aladin. His hour of fate approaches. 
How goes the night ? . | 

Alad. The ſecond watch is near. 

Barb, Tis well Whene'er it rings, the 

traitor dies. : | 
Yet, firſt the rack ſhall rend 
Each ſecret from his heart. 
man: 
Co, tell him, that deſtruction and the ſword 
Hang o' er young Selim's heac, if ſwift compliance 
Plead not bis pardon. [Exit Aladin. 
Stubborn fortitude! | 
Had he not interpos'd, ſucceſs had crown'd 
Ay love, now hopeleſs——— Then let vengeance 
ſeize him. 


* 


Haſte, ſeek out Oth- 


Enter Irene. 
rene. Oh, night of horror. Hear me, ho- 
nour'd father! 
If c'er Irene's peace was dear to thee, 
Now hear me! 
Barb. Impious ] Dar'ſt thou diſobey ? 
Did not my ſacred will ordain thee hence) 
Cet thee to reſt ; for death is ſtirring here. 
Irene. Oh, fatal words! By ev'ry ſaered tie, 
Recal the dire decreeüoꝛ yy“) | 
Barb, What wou'd thou ſay ? 
Whom plead for ? | 
Irene, For a brave unhappy prince, 
Satenc'd to die. 1 wg 
Barb, And juſtly ! But this hour, 
The traitor half-fulfill'd thy dream, and aim'd 
1 dagger at my heart. 
Lene. The noble mind hates not a virtuous foe : 
His gen' rous purpoſe was to ſave a mother! 
wk Damn'd was his purpoſe ; and accurſt art 


And, if he now refuſe my proffer'd kindneſs, 


'hoſe perady wou'd fave the dark affaſlin thou, 
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Irene. Oh, never, till thy mercy ſpare my Selim 
Barb. Thy Selim? Thine ? 

' Trene, Thou know'ft—by gratitude 
He's mine-- Had not his generous hand redeemꝰ d 

What, then, had been Irene? 
Pre the gen'rous youth, 
Who ſav'd me from diſhonour. 
Barb. By the pow'rs 
Of great revenge, thy fond intreaties ſeal 


. - 


— 


His inftant death -In him, I'll puniſh the 


Away! 
Irene. Vet hear me! Ere my tortur'd ſoul 
Ruſh on ſome deed of horror! 
| Barb. Convey the frantic ideot from my preſence: 
See that ſhe do no violeace on herſelf. | 
Irene. Oh, Selim generous youth how 
have my fears 
Betray'd thee to deſtruction! Slaves unhand me 
Think ye, I'll live to bear theſe pangs of grief, 
Theſe horrors that oppreſs my tortur'd ſoul. 


Inhuman father !-----Generous injur'd prince 


Methinks I ſee thee ftretch'd upon * rack, 

Hear thy expiring groans !----Oh, horror! horror! 

What ſhall 1 do to ſave him !----Vain, alas! 

Vain are my tears and pray rs! At leaſt, I'll die. 

Death ſhall unite us yet! | Exeunt Irene and Guards. 
Barb. Oh, torment, torment! 

Ev'n in the midſt of pow'r! the vileſt ſlave 


More happy far than I !lJ=——The very child, 


Whom my love cheriſh'd from her infant years, 
Conſpires to blaſt my peace !l==Oh, falſe ambition, 
Whither haſt thou lur'd me | 
E'en to this giddy height, where now I ftand, 


{Forſaken, comfortleſs ! with not a friend 


In whom my ſoul can truſt, Now, Aladin l 
Enter Aladin. 

Haſt thou ſeen Othman? | 

He will not, ſure, conſpire againſt my peace. 

Alad. He's fled, my lord. I dread ſome lurking +. 
He paſs'd | ruin. 
The gate, ſince midnight, with an unknown friend: 
And, as they paſs'd, Othman in whiſpers ſaidg 
Now farewel, bloody tyrant, h 

Barb. Slave, thou ly'ſt. 

He did not dare to ſay it, or, if he did, 
Why doft thou wound my ear 
By the foul repetition ? 
What's to be done? ſome miſchief lurks unſeen. 

Alad. Prevent it, then 5 

Barb. By Selim's inſtant d eat. 

Alad. Tis ready. 

Along the ground e lies, o'erwhelm'd with chains. 
The miniſters of death ſtand round, and wait 
Thy laſt command. 

Barb. Once more I'll try to bend 

His ſtubborn ſoul Conduct me forthwith to him: 


Deſtruction ſwallows him ! [ Exeunt. 


| Selim diſcovered in Chains, Executioners, Officer, &c. 
ö i 


N : | and Rack. 
Selim. I pray you, friends, | 


When I am dead, let not indignity 


Inſult theſe poor remains; ſee them interr 
Cloſe by my father's tomb—lI aſk no more. 

Officer. They ſhall. I 

Selim. How goes the night? 

Officer. Thy hour of fate, 
The ſecond watch, is near. 

Selim, Let it come on, 5 f 
I am prepar d. ö 

| Enter Barbaroſſa and Guards. 

Barb, S raiſe him from the ground. 


Who fought thy father's life Hence, from 


—ͤ—— — —— 


[ They raiſe bin. 


Fl 


As 1 B A 
Perfidiqus bay Boba che juſt .zewards 

Of guilt and treachery.l—Digt thou not gire 
Thy forfeit liſe, 3 'er Iſhould behold _ 
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Irene. With my life 
P11 ſhield her from each wrong That "Sp alon 
Can tempt me to prolong a life of woe! 


Selim. Then —4 it, dyrant 


Selim. I did. 
Barb. Yet Heav'n defeated thy intent, 
And ſav'd me fram the — 
Klin. Tia pat, aus, 
To queſtion Heav'n. Th' intent, and not the daed, 


Is in our pow's.: a who dares greatly, 
Does ary 


Barb. Did thou nor aim thy dagger at 3 
And mingls rapture with the pains of dea 


. Pr Se 


thee ! 


Thus let me expiate the cruel wrong, {Embracing, 


th! 


my ungovern'd rage — To frown 6 


Officer. No more Prepare the rack. 
- rene. Stand off, ye fiends! 

ere will I cling. No pow'r on earth ſhall | 

* I have ſav'd my Selim! Le 

cer. Hark! what noiſe 

es on mine ear ? | A ſou, 


What horrolh, — 0 — 
Kali. Thi nx ſt chop, tyrant, 
I came ſo ill prepar'd ? 
Ae che. u braxely dare, can bravely ſuffer. 
Banb. Yet, lo, I come, by pity.led, to ſpare thee 
Releat, and aue Zaphira l Far the bell 
Een, now axpets the centinel . to toll 
The ſignal. of thy death. 
Aeli. Let guilt ike thine 
Tremble at death: 1.ſcorn his darkeſt frown. 
Mence, tyrant, nor profane my dying hour! 
arb. Then take chy wiſh, [Bell tolls, 
There goes the fatal Knell. | 
Not all thy. mother's tears, 
Nor pray'rs, nor eloquence of 3 hall ſave thee 
Frqm;intant death. Vet, ere th aſſaſſin die, 
Let torment. ring each ſecret from bis heart. | 
The traitor Othman's fled=canſpiracy -4 
Lurks.in the womb of night, and threatens ruin. 
Spare not the rack, nor geaſe, till it extort | 
The lurking treaſon.. 
Selim. Come on, then. 


4 
[ 


| 


Begin the work of death—Oh, valiant friends, 


When will ye give me vengeance! 
Enter Irene. 
Irene. Stop, oh, ſtop ! 
Hold your accurſed hands l= On me, on me | 
Pour all your. torments How ſhall 1 approach thee? 
Selim. Theſe are thy father's gifts Vet 
art guiltleſs : y-_ 
Then let me take thee to my heart, thou beſt, 
Moſt amiable of women ! 
Irene. Rather curſe me, 
As the betrayer of thy virtue! 
Selim. Ah! 
Irene. Tas I my fears, my frantie fears be- 
tray d thee! 
Phus falling at thy feet! may I but bope 
For pardon ere I die! 

Selim. Hence, to thy father} 

Irene. Never, oh, never !-—Crawling in the duſt, 
II claſp thy feet, and bathe them with my tears! 
Tread me to earth! I never will complain 3 
But my laſt breath ſhall bleſs thee | 

Selim. Lov'd Irene! 

What hath my fury done! 

Irene. Canſt thou, then, forgive * pity me? 

Selim," I do—I do. | 

Trene. On my knees, 

Thus let me thank thee, generous, injur'd ings! 1 
Oh, earth and heay'n! That ſuch dB d worth 
Shou'd meet ſo hard a fate That I-=that 1 
Whom his love reſcu'd from the depth of woe, 
Shou'd be th' accurit deſtroyer ! 1 in pity, 
And end this hated life! . 

Selim, Ceaſe, dear Irene. 

Submit to Heav'n's hi gh willeeT charge thee live; 
And to thy utmoſt pow'r, do from wrong 
My helpleſe, friendbeis mother! 


| 
| 
2 
| 


, 


i 


* 


[ Exit Barbaroſſa. 


Tho' my own  life-blood, nay, 


1 
| Take that—I need not bid thee uſe it nobly. 


*Tis all I aſk of Heav'n! 


8 
+ 


| Dilembling traitor? —Die l|— 


Selim, Again! 
Alad. Arm, arm |=="T rac : 


Exec ri one; 
Selim. Off, laves |m—Or | 
arms, 
And daſh you piece- mea! 
Enter Al: n 
Alad. Where is the ki:; 
The foe pours in. 
Officer. Death and ruin 
Follow me, flaves, and five h. 
ſExcun; Ofc ran 
Selim. Now, bloody tyrant h 
Vengeance at length hath PLETE db 
And walks her deadly round“ 
Irene. Whom doſt thun! 
Selim. Thy father; 
Who murder d mine 
Irene. Is there no room 
Oh, Selim, by our love 
Selim. Thy tears are vai 
Vain were thy eloquen ec 
Wich an archangel's tongu 
Irene. Spare but his life! 
Selim. Heav'n knows I 11 
bleed ; 


onen 
come 
+ walls 


| 


Shou'd iſſue at the wound 
Irene. Muſt he, then, dic 

Let me but ſee my father,, 

Let me but pay my parting - 


{ Hark !"twas the claſh off 
father! 
Oh, eruel, cruel Selim! 
Selim. Curſe on this ſery. : 
In pow'rleſs ignominy; white „ 
Shou'd hunt its prey, and © 
Otb. Where is the. prince 
Selim. Here, Othman=-: 
curſed chain! 
Enter Othman and a P 
Otb. Oh, my brave ses n Fayours ou 
defign. Embrace: bin 


#4 v6 Bys :® 
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| 


[Giving bim a ſwor! 
Selim. Now, Barbaroſſa, let my arm meet thin? 
Exit Selim 
Oth. Guard ye the prinoe fre go ol 
Purſue his ſteps Now this way let us turn, 
And ſeek the tyrant. - [Exeunt Othman, & 
SCENE changes to the open Palace. 
Enter Barbaroſſa. 
Barb. Empire is loſt, and life: yet brave re ven 
{| Shall cloſe my life in glory. 
Enter Othmane 
Have I found thee, 


| Barbaroſſa fal 


=P AN 


Fnter Selim and Sadi, 


the ſtorm. | : 

wore is the tiger fled ? What do I ſee! 

$di. Algiers is free! | 

0b. This ſabre did the deed! 

Tim. 1 envy thee the blow !-——-Valour ſcorns 
o wound the fallen—But if life remain, 

vill ſpeak daggers to his guilty ſoul ! 

ba! Barbaroſſa! Tyrant! Murderer! 

Barb. Off, ye fiends! : 

ment me not !—Oh, Selim, art thou there 
gallow me earth! _ 

u, that 1 ne'er had wrong'd thee! 

ſim. Doſt thou, then, 

zyent thee of thy crimes He does! he does! 
|: graſps my hand! See the repentant tear 

arts from his eye !-—Doft thou indeed repent? 
(by, then, I do forgive thee: And if crimes, 


lar Heav'n have mercy on thee! 
Zarb. Gen'rous Selim! | 


nd tyranny no more. 


Enter Taphira. 
Zapb. What mean theſe horrors !\==Whereſoe' 
I turn A 
j trembling ſteps, I find ſome dying wretch, 


ours ou 
aces bim 
Yo 

a bort 
t thine 
it Selim 


y 
ang Tc 


re ven 


iſa fal 


zam The foe gives way: ſure this way went 


bhorr'd as thine, dare plead to Heav'n for mercy 


oo good have a daughter; oh, protect her! 
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| Zapb. Juft are thy ways, oh Heavnl——Vais 
terrors, hence; 

Once more Zaphira's bleſt—— My virtuous fon, 

How ſhall 1 e'er repay thy boundleſs love! 


Thus let me ſnatch thee to my longing arms, 


And on thy boſom weep my griefs away! 

Selim. Oh, happy hour I—happy beyond 
E'en hope !--Look down, bleſt ſhade, 
From the bright realms of bliſs !—Behold thy queen 
Unſpotted, unſeduc'd, unmov'd in virtue. 
| Behold the tyrant proſtrate at my feet}! 
And to the mem'ry of thy bleeding wrongs, 
Accept this ſacrifice! Gs 

Zaph. My generous Selim! 

Selim, Where is Irene? 

Sadi. With looks of wildneſs, and diſtracted mies, 
She ſought her father where the tumult rag'd x 
She paſs'd me, while the coward Aladin | 
Fled from my ſword ; and as I cleft him down, 
She fainted at the fight. | 

Otb. But ſoon recover'd; 
Zamor, our truſty friend, at my command, 
Convey'd the weeping fair-one to her chamber. 


. j Selim. Thanks to thy generous care Come, let 
t not my erimes I dies. 3 . 7 
0:h. There fled the guilty ſoul! K 2h _ i [us ſeek 
Sim. Haſte to the city ſtop the rage of flaugh- rg n TONE | 
Amy brave people, that Algiers is free, lter. For all her father's guilt Thy throne be hers: 


She merits all thy love. 

Selim. Then haſte, and find her. O'er her fa- 
Pity ſhall draw a veil, [ther's crimes 
When ſhe beholds the virtues of his child! 

Now let us thank th' eternal Pow'r: convinc'd, 
That Heav'n but tries our virtue by affliction : 


elt ring in gore — And doſt thou live, my Selim!| That oft? the cloud which wraps the preſent hour, 
Slim, Lo, where the bloody tyrant breathleſs lies. I Serves but to brighten all our future days! 
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